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DBR JOHN MORNAY HAO A SCIENTIST'S DISREGARD 
FOR THE LIVES AND FEELINGS AND RIGHTS OF COMMON 
PEOPLE WHEN HE WAS ON THE FEVERISH TRAIL OF 
SOME NEW O/SCOVERY! SO HE FOUGHT DOWN THE URGE 
TO DESTROY THE AWFUL CREATURE HE HAD FOUND -- 
CREA BS alg TOO LATE TO HALT THE BLOOD - MAD 
Mo. ! 


DR.JOHN 
MORNAY, 
THE FAMED 
MARINE 
BIOLOGIST, 
18 OUT FOR 
A DAY'S 
SPECIMEN 
GATHERING 
WITH HIS 


LUNE, ? 
is, Te BASKETS 


SIR, ag NOT WHEN FooD ) 
A NTFS oR MARINE INTERRUPT: 
glovociers RES! 
AEXPEDITION? ? ETO 


UNOER OR, MORNAY, THERE 


WAS NO CHANCE TO RELAX... 


REEF! GoT 
THAT? yx 


YOU TWO_ START YOUR 
LUNCH! I WANT To SEE 
IF I CAN CAPTURE THAT 
SHARK THAT'S BEEN 
FOLLOWING US/ 


EEEEK! “> 7 
T-THAT 4 


THING! WHA’ 
SIT? 


SUDDENLY, THE MONSTER'S ATTENTION /S 
CAUGHT BY THE ORIFTING BOAT. 


HE WIGH- POWERED RIFLE BULLETS 
SEEMED ONLY TO /RRITATE THE 
AWESOME MONSTER... 


THEY SAW THE GREAT HEAD 
REAR OVER THE SWIMMING 
CAD? THAT FIGURE, THEN FLASH DOWN 
MONSTER ? OUT OF SIGHT.. 


N THE TURMOIL OF TERROR, 

ETH FAINTED! g 

F SWIM ASHORE! 

GWIM FOR YOUR 
q LIFE! ye 


TOG MONSTER'S = OH, DAO! DAD! 
SING HIM! HE... ae 
 OICK! i 


ae LS Wi 
I_CAN'T LEAVE COULDN'T 
BETH! SHE'S HELP HIM! 


UNCONSCIOUS! 


THE MONSTER DID NOT REAPPEAR! 
THE TIDE FINALLY PUSHED THE 
EXHAUSTED SURVIVORS ASHORE! 


LATER... BACK IN THE CITY... NoBopy 


BELIEVES 
OUR STORY, 
BETH! IT'S 
JUST TOO 
FANTASTIC! 


~~ 


EVEN_AT RACKLIN COLLEGE WHERE THEY 
HAD BOTH WORKED UNDER DR. MORNAY.,. 


RING\/ HE'S PROBABLY \ 
WE WANT YOU TO OMS tee | Gove IAT FAR AWAY BY Now, 
CARRY ON DR. MORNAY'S OEAR ... BACK TO 
WORK, OF COURSE -- LURKING OUT THE LIMITLESS 
BUT THIS FANTASTIC THERE 7 OEEPS THAT 
SEA SERPENT STORY - - SPAWNED HIM! 
IS§ MAKING US A S 
LAUGHING STocKk! 


ANO THEN,ONE NIGHT AS J (irs DAD, Dick! 
THEY WORKED LATE... HE'S STILL 


ALIVE! BUT ? i WIRE... Al 
DADS You'RE HE SOUNDS RE You ELECTRIC 
STILL ALIVE! BUT LIKE HE'S 
HOW... WHERE 7 


HE OETONATOR... 
IN TROUBLE! I 
STAND... YES... 


RE TO 
ALL RIGHT? 


SUOPENLY... IT THERE! We ig) 
7 TO TALK TO You! 
T'S YOUR BUSINESS? 


WF OAD SOUNDED SO 
AN HOUR LATER... V7 CAR RIED, AND HE 
&6H/ WHAT A MACE ME PROMISE 
BLEAK ANO NOT TO LET ANYONE 
ELSE KNOW WHERE 
WE'RE GOING OR 
THAT HE'S ALIVE! 


ee ey 

LET'S SEE Y YEAH! THE Two-\ BETTER THANKS 
YOUR IDENTI-~ ) LEGGEO KIND! WATCH FOR THE 

FICATION! WE'VE SEEN OUT, WARNING ! 

THERE'S 4 HIM TWICE FOLKS! 

LUNATIC RUNNING AND LOST HIM 

WILO UP HERE AMONG THE 

SLAUGHTERING 


OUR SHEEP! 


IT WAS HARD TO RECOGNIZE THE LINSHAVEN, 
HAGGARO MAN AS BEING DR.MORNAY/ 


DR.MORNAY! NO TIME FOR QUESTIONS! 

WHAT HELP ME LOAD THIS 
HAPPENED 7 SHEEP INTO THE TRUNK 
OF YOUR CAR! QUICKLY! 


ETH! RICHARD! I 
FFodGHT youD 

NEVER GET HERE! 
QUICK! 


SEK! Dick! 
(T'S... (T'S 
ADS 


Why J To PREVENT 


" IT DAY WHEN THE 
teint AFAR OE es 
he) SAR TER! MEA 


TER DESTROYED 


COULD FIND SOME BAIT 
He 4 THAT WOULD ATTRACT _/ 
BUT QUEERLY, | DID NOT” SEL. IT, ps MIGHT ¢ GET A 
SHEEP: Fa (eve ATTAcK ALL IT 0IO WAS) “THINK Oo} 
BEFORE THE UMP ME WITH Hs Nope. Naru 
IT ACTUALLY PUSHEDME} BLT 
ASHORE...” : TAPORTANCE 
OF THIS 
CREATURE 
TOSCIENCE! 


"THERE WAS A FLOCK OF preer NEARBY ! 
I RAN AND GRABBED ON! 


“AGAIN IT REFUSED TO SWALLOW_LIVING 


BLESH!, THEN = SOM ESEO. ITS ENCES 
Sony 
MAYBE I CAN KEEP rg 


HE J ‘dor FESOING It! 
ire Sooy!” 


WE DON'T SMELL LIKE ITS 
FAMILIAR_PREY _HMM.. 

MAYBE IT WILL RECOGNIZE 
THE SCENT OF BLOOD? 


TT WORKS" ALL I HAVE 


"DAY ANO NIGHT I STUDIED MY MONSTER, 
00 |S KEEP FEEDING IT AFRAIO TO LEAVE (7 FOR MORE TIME THAN 
B 44 FRESH-BLEEDING SHEEP (T TOOK TO KILL ANOTHER SHEEP... 
cur ANO I CAN KEEP IT HERE 
THE , FOR STUDY! I CAN'T EXPLAIN IT Wr saw THE 
SHEEPS TO THEM! IT DOESN'T # piRTY SHEEP 
THROAT MATTER ! NOTHING KILLER RUN 
ANO MATTERS BUT MY. THIS WAY, 
TOSSED REPORT TO SCIENCE! 
(7 BACK 
INTO THE 
BAY 
Ni 


IAT WAS THE NIGHT BEFORE LAST, "“SUODENLY /7 STRUCK AGAIN, GOBBLING 
WHEN I REALIZEO THE HORROR I HAD UP A DOZEN LIVE SHEEP..." 
UNWITTINGLY LET LOOGE. 

WHAT HAVE I DONE? 


L TAUGHT IT TO KILLS 
ECEEEAAHHS THE ie Tt CANT FINO 
MONSTER! IT CAME EP? WILL IT FINALLY 


ITS GILLS f I BEG IT'S THE ONLY WAY! 
ARE 60 HUGE \| THE FOG ONBERSTANO, THINK OF THE HORROR 
WY THEY CAN KEEP DAO! YOU PLAN IF THAT MONSTER 
a, 10 DESTROY THe \ BEGINS RAIDING 
FEW MONSTER BY CITIES ! 
FOGS! IT ONLY ! (Sabine: THE 
COMES OUT OF SHEEPS BODY 
WATER WHEN |Z z Wit DYNAMITE! 
THE Foe ROLLS 
IN! 


JusT THEN.. | THERE'S THE 
DIRTY SHEEP 
KILLER,.. GET 
meee HIM) ym 


HURRY ! THE MONSTER WILL BE 

SMELLING THE BLOOD FROM THE 
ox SHEEP! ri \y 

ICKLY! TH ® CONNECT THE 

IG IS DRIFT 

IN! I'M 


YOUR AND THEN THEY SAW IT CANT REACH 
THE HORRIBLE SHAPE US AMONG THESE 
LOQUING UP OUT OF HIGH ROCKS ! Wor 
THE FOG... DON'T SHOOT AT 

i RUNS 


IT GOT THEM | IT SMELLS BLooor 
Now IT KNOWS DICK, IT'S PUSHING 
THE TASTE OF A’ ASIDE THOSE ROCKS 
LIKE THEY WERE 
PEBBLES! 


IF I CAN'T LURE HIM \ : Ef THIS |S THE ONLY HOPE! 

INTO SEIZING THAT . TO MAKE IT FOLLOW THE 

SHEEP.,, WE'RE DOOMED! ff ! . BLOOD SCENT AND GRAB 
THE SHEEP ! GET READY 
ON THAT DETONATOR! 


= 


ANO. 
LADEN SHEEP. 


NOW, BETH! 
Hit (Ts HIT 
THE DETONATOR! 
PRESS IT 


No, DEAREST! DAD, DAD! NO...WOf YOU MONSTER,,, CAME 
THOSE ARE THE\ | WE 8/0 IT! DON'T KNO' TO BAY,., TO HATCH 
EG. ZESTERDAY! 

IW. BABY 


WE _HAVE 
DESTROYED T.. hes 
THE MONSTER... 
MONSTER! ALIVE.,.FED 
Y IT RAW 1 


Ni 
RUN / RUN FOR 
VERY LIFES 


GEORGIE, THE DOG-FACED BOY, STAR ATTRACTION OF THE TRI-STATE CARNI- 


VAL'S FREAK SHOW, HAD A SOUL AS UGLY AND BROODING AS H/S ANIMAL- 
LIKE FACE! FOR MONTHS HE HAD BEEN TORTURED BY L/L DAMION, THE CARN/- 
VAL OWNER'S DAUGHTER ! SHE INSULTED... RIDICULED HIM, MACE HIM A 
LAUGHING STOCK! THEN... ONE DARK AND STORMY NIGHT... 


PLEASE,LIL! DON'T RUN FROM DON'T TOUCH ME, You 
ME! I JUST WANT TO TELL You HIDEOUS, REVOLTING 
OF MY LOVE FOR YOU! WILL BRUTE! LETME GO? 
YOU MARRY ME? 


MARRY YOU? DO You 
THINK I'M /NSANE... 


TAKE THAT, YOU FOUL-FACED BEAST! AND I'M 

TELLING DAD You TRIEO TO FORCE Your 

ATTENTIONS ON MES HE'LL HAVE YOU 
RUN OFF THE LOT! 


TRUE TO HER WORD, LIL DAMION HAD GEORGIE IT'S THIS FREAK FACE OF " I CAN 
RUN OF F THE CARNIVAL GROUNDS... MINE! L'D DO ANYTHING IF N HELP You, 


an GOMEONE COULD HELP A GEORGIE! 
AND... DON'T T'LL GO! BUT You! ¢ ME CH / \. 
Come BACK! ALL PAY FOR HIST us ANGE IT! ie 


THAT LIGHTNING BOLT STRUCK 
THE SPOT WHERE HE WAS 
STANDING ! HE VANISHEOS 


DON'T QUESTION | T WAS A GREAT SURGEON, 
ME! DO ASTI SAY, | BUT WITH MY SPECIAL POWERS 
ANDO I'LL GIVE I CANDO ANYTHING DIG UP 
YOU A NEW FACE! | THE GRAVE HERE WHERE T 
WITH MY SPECIAL | AM STANDING ! REMOVE THE 
RS_ICAN | STAKE FROM THE HEART OF 
: THE CORPBE THEN YoOuR 

NEW FACE WILL 
BE GRANTED! 


es 


THE TOMBSTONE SAYS, "HERE LIES KARL 
KASPER, M.2.,HE COULD HAVE DONE MUCH 
GOOD FOR MUMANIT Y-- INSTEAD HE CHOSE 
TO DO EVIL !MAY HE ROT IN HADES /" 


T'LL USE THIS OLD SPADE TO 
OIG UP THE GRAVE! 


WHA--? WHERE BEWARE! BEWARE / PULL 

DID YOU COME OUT THAT STAKE ANO 
FROM? YOULL HAVE To PAY A 

HORRIBLE PENALTY! 


IT.,.IT'S THE SAME MAN! HE WAS OR.KASPER! 
(Ta! CORPSE ISN'T DECOMPOSED ! iri ey 
REMOVE THE STAKE AS HE 
REQUESTED! 


WHAT KINO OF PENALTY? EVEN |F THERE |S 4 Bur as THE STAKE WAS 
HEY, WAIT... WHAT 0O PENALTY, T'LL BE GLAD REMOVED FROM THE HEART, 
we MEAN? Ob... TO PAY IT, IF DR.KASPER LIGHTNING STRUCK GEORGIE... 


HEY'RE GONE’ CAN GIVE ME A NEw, 
HANOSOME FACE ! 
THERE / 


Z 


01 1 PAIN... THEN... AND NOW , THE BANDAGES 
THERE FOUL WEE PEE A CAN BE REMOVED! AH 

Y GO LOOK AT YOURSELF TO LOOK! 
IN THE MIRROR! 


WW You'RE IN MY HOME ! I'VE 
§ PERFORMED MANY OPERATIONS 
TO CORRECT YOUR FACE! 


YOU... YOU'VE PERFORMED A MIRACLE! ORGIE | / STRANGE THAT I DON'T 
TM HANDSOME! HANDSOME / REMEMBER THIS MANSION OF 

OR.KASPER'S BEING HERE, THOUGH 

I'VE PASSED THIS WAY FROM TOWN 


THE CARNIVAL! 


NOBODY IN THE CARNIVAL 
WILL RECOGNIZE ME! DLL 
GET A JOB HERE AND GET 


MY REVENGE ON LIL $0,IT'S A or COURSE! GOOD! WHEN 
DAMION! OATE FOR | 'SEE You To- THE TIME COMES, 


TONIGHT, / NIGHT, HONEY! {& I'LL TURN HER 
Ka DOWN... SHOW 
HER HOW IT FEELS 


To BE RETECTED! 


I SEE A FRIEND emt rt y F GE 
“he bre Lost, Ne pore Want, youl. LEAVE ME ALONE! 


wear 
WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING ? 


OR. KASPER! SOMETHING'S J T TOLD you 
HAPPENING TO You! TO LEAVE ME 
YOU'RE CHANGING / WY ALONE! Now 
IT'S MIONIGHT 
AND You KNOW 
MY SECRET! 


HE'S BECOME A ILL? 
E'S BECOME ¢ KILL! KILL (T 
9 MY URGE 


E'S NOW A RAVENOUS BEAST! 
"D BETTER WARN THE Boss / 
— 
[-) 


I'VE Gor 
TO STOP HIM., 


[it A a 
(HELP |S COMING/IF..IF 
Leave ME || 1 CAN FIGHT HIM OFF 
‘ALONE! CON'T |\_A MOMENT LONGER ! 
INTERFERE! 4 


YOU'RE ALL PATCHED 
UP NOW! FORTUNATELY, 
NONE OF THE 
WOUNDS WERE 

TOO DEEP! 


(4p ISIN THE HOSPITAL ) | Wen, BACK IN HIS ROOM... 
i} 


A SERIOUS CONDITION (Now THAT I'VE BEEN THIS WAY FOR 


A WHILE , I DON'T SEEM TO MIND IT/ 
ANO THAT OTHER MY FACE! |T FEELS STIFF! 
WOMAN VICTIM OF THE (T.,.1T'S CHANGING? I,T00, 
WEREWOLF IS CEAD/ AM BECOMING A 

ET WEREWOLF! 


I FIND MYSELF FILLED WITH A WILD 
URGE To KILL’ 


ALL BECAUS| 
RELEASED OR. KASPER 
FROM HIS GRAVE! 


LIL OAMION! HER 7 ; 
AUNTS AND CRUELTIES IT A RR EWOL 


y HE'S KILLING 

STARTED ALL THIS! Nf 

NOW I SHALL HAVE MIBSIPAMICN! 
REVENGE! . : 


AFTER THE ATTACK WAS OVER, | 


GEORGIE FLED THE HOSPITAL | 
DAYS LATER, AT L/L'S FUNERAL... 


RS BAe Glee ts Pra, 
iS ! PERHAPS IF I CAN KILL 
DO: SOMETHING ABPLIT IT! OR. KASPER, THE SPELL OVER 
ME WILL BE BROKEN ! 


REALLY, MISTER, Y... AND THEN HE GEORGIE ENTERED THE OBSERTED OLO MANSION 
THIS 16 THE BECAME A WERE- AND WAITED! HOURS LATER... 
WOLF! EVERYONE BS as oe Warr’ 
(S SAYING IT YOU FINALLY CAME, Tt 
Was MM Wie DR. KAgPER! Now ARRRGHH! 
Mus t 
HE CARNIVAL ! - wr CIE (a 


AND NOW you 

MUST PAY THE 
PENALTY, 
GEORGIE! 


eT eene, 
Boy, STRANGE, 
STRANGE 
INDEED / 


YOU OEMONS 
DIO THIS 
TO ME! 


I-T'VE CHANGED 
AGAIN! I HAVE THE 
HIDEOUS, UGLY 
FACE AGAIN! 


Py 
| 


f 


a 


My neighbor's voice was strained 
as she asked, “Jane, have you ever 
known a person so frightening it was 
like knowing you were having a 


nightmare, yet, you could not 
awaken?” 

I stared at Karen. Nightmare? Un- 
able to awaken? What an odd 


question, but then, she was an artist 
and exceptionally sensitive to moods 
and auras. At the time, I thought of 
myself of practical and un- 
imaginative. 

My answer came quickly: “No, 
Karen. I never met anyone who made 
me feel that way.” 

As soon as the words left my 
mouth, I shuddered. My sentence 
had a mocking echo that was 
ominously significant—as if someday 
I would recall my reply with horror, 
wondering how I could have been so 
blind. Hastily I reached for the coffee 
Karen pushed across the table, glad 
she was busy with her own thoughts 


and unaware of my — strange 
premonition. 
Her yellow-brown eyes held a 


‘ae ~~ 
A 


vague stare as she spoke again, more 
to herself than to me. “Mrs. Kaye 
make me feel I’m living a nightmare.” 

T waited uneasily for her to con- 


tinue, considering what an odd 
person she was. She specialized in 
portraits, however, ceramics was a 
hobby, and she'd made the cups we 
drank from—black cups, On the 
lustrous jet sides were painted 
curious flower designs: designs which 
on close inspection proved to be 
miniature portraits of a child, a girl 
with masses of petal-like fair hair. 

Suddenly I had the mad impulse to 
snatch up my small daughter, Beth, 
from the next room and run home. 
My senses seemed sharpened: the 
coffee too bitter, the doughnut too 
sweet, the very air of the room 
charged with menace. But, I heard 
myself ask calmly. “Why does this 
Mrs, Kaye give you so horrible a 
feeling?" 

I had to strain fordward to hear to 
hear the whispered answer. Her pale 
lips moved slowly, as if speaking 
caused her pain. “I met Mrs. Kaye 


before moving here, She upset me 
badly, yet I would have found it 
impossible to explain just why. Then, 
a few days ago I saw her again. I'd 
been shopping, and as I glanced into 
a store window I caught her 
reflection, She moved closer to me, 
and I was helpless—I could see her 
advancing and I wanted to run 
away—yet I was paralyzed, held as if 
by invisible hands, forcing me to stay 
and listen to her.” Karen's eyes 
widened, recreating the panic she'd 
felt. “Jane claimed she was a were- 
wolf.” 

Werewolf! Something grotesque 
and unwordly was dredged up at the 
mention of that name, and then, dis- 
sipated, 

I tried to laugh. “But—this woman 
was joking with you—trying to 
frighten you with a weird joke. She 
had to be!” 

Karen smiled without humor. “No, 
she was deadly seriéus. She claimed 
she had been afflicted with the 
malady since childhood and bore the 
mark,” 
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“he mark? Come now Karen. 
Certainly you dog't.. . .” 

She cut me off with a voice as thin 
and sharp as the blade of a knife. 

“Don't argue about legends, My 
grandmother was from Germany, 
and while she pretended to take old 
tales lightly, 1 had to promise never 
to be without my gold cross. You see, 
if a child was unprotected by this 
emblem, a werewolf might pad up 
softly from behind and sink its teeth 
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into the nape of the child’s neck, 
dooming it to carry on the curse.” 

“And you believe this?” It was 
sickening to imagine a little girl 
forced to brood on such horrors. 

“Of course I didn't believe it—not 
really. I sometimes went without it 
for days before Grandmother noticed 
and fastened it back.” 

I fought with the illogic of her 
statement until a thought cleared my 
puzzlement. “Could you be so upset 
because this Mrs. Kaye recalled your 
childhood guilt at deceiving your 
grandmother?” 

My neighbor shook her head 
furiously. “No, no! Don't you under- 
stand? I'm afraid of this woman! Her 
eyes have such a strange light—you 


could see it even in the reflection. I 
think a wolf must glow like that when 
remembering something it killed. It 
makes me wonder if she too had a 
grandmother who gave her a cross, 
but she took it off while playing, and 
something crept behind her .. .” 

“Stop it, Karen!” 

My shrillness shocked me, and my 
neighbor threw back her head as if 
struck, tears springing into her eyes. 
Immediately I softened. How could 
Thave forgotten she was preparing for 
an important art show in New York? 
She was capable of feverish intensity 
in her work and was no doubt near 
exhaustion. 

I set about soothing her in a 
sympathetic but brisk way. Surely the 
eerie situation she spoke of was 
greatly exaggerated because of the 
high pitch of her nerves, I said, and 
my efforts were rewarded by a wan 
smile. By the time Beth and I left, she 


was calm, and I was sure her bad 
experience would fade quickly. 

Despite my sureness, I half ex- 
pected to dream of werewolves my- 
self that night. I am a widow (but not 
alone, for | have my dear Beth) and 
my temperament is steady; however, 
there was something terribly un- 
nerving in the manner Karen had told 
her story. Thankfully, my dreams 
were all of a fair haired child dancing 
in a meadow ringed with a lush 
forest. Even during my sleep I smiled 
in misty recognition of the child—the 
one whose image was upon the black 
ceramic cups. 

It was not until very late at night, a 
week later. that I saw Karen again. 
Since I must work (leaving Beth in 
the care of Agnes, my houkeeper) I 
have little chance to meet with my 
neighbors during the week and so, I 
was startled when Karen's frantic 
knock pounded at my door. 

I let her in, surprised at her ap- 
pearance. Never had she appeared 
less than fastidious, but she stumbled 
into the room I saw her hair hung’in 
tangled strands and her hands, which 
clutehed at me, were smeared with 
oil colors. 


“I saw her—I saw her again,” she 
moaned, holding me with surprising 
strength. “It happened at the train 
station. No one was there but me— 
and then—Mrs. Kaye!” 

Ihelplessly tried to soothe her. 
managing to get her into a chair 
despite hel wild sobbing. And all the 
while | murmured comforting things 
I was aware of a coldness in the air. It 
was warm outside, the windows were 
open, but the chill crept about the 
room like an uninvited guest. 

I patted Karen's shoulder. “Per- 
haps Mrs. Kaye didn’t see you,” I 
fumbled. 

Karen give a short laugh and 
looked up. Her yellow-brown eyes 
were clear and unswollen, the tears 
slipping down as coolly as drops from 
an icicle. A shudder wracked her slim 
body. “Yes, she saw me, I was all 
alone—the train had gone—and 
when I passed the phone booth on 
the station wall, something moved. 
When I turned, there she was.” 

There she was. My hand fell from 
Karen's shoulder as I stepped back. 
Her tone made the experience sound 
inevitable, as if nothing could change 
what happening . . . 1 shook my head 
with confusion. Did I believe Karen 
was being threatened? And even if 
she was, why did I feel I was also 
involved? 

“Did she ask where you lived?” I 
said, and then, before I could halt the 
words I rushed on, “You didn’t tell 
her where you lived?” 

The answer was slow, almost 
measured, “I think that she already 
knows.” 

Her words died away as a terrible 
vision crept over my mind. 


I could see Mrs, Kaye, her features 
indistict except for the gleam in her 
eyes and the white edge of teeth 
which showed betweén parted moist 
lips. Coarse gray hair fell across her 
narrow shoulders, and while her form 
was that of a woman, it was distorted 
so she could glide on all fours. I saw 
her lope with malevolent grace 
through the shadowed streets, 
sniffing at each path: sniff, sniff, 
sniffing, hunting for the trail which 
te@ to the house next door. And most 
horrible of all, I saw her pause, not at 
Karen’s—but at my house, at my 
door... 

“I think you better go home,” I said 
to Karen, trying to hide the tremor in 
my voice. “It’s late and you're upset. 
Things will look better in the mor- 
ning.” 

She did leave, thanking me for my 
kindness. I wanted to tell her to call 
me if she became frightened during 
the night but I couldn't. I didn’t want 
her to call—no matter what—I just 
wanted things to go on as they had 
always, Beth and me together—with 
no fears, no threats. 

The next few days were blurred. As 
I had predicted to my neighbor, 
things did look better in the morning, 
but there fingered a haunting sen- 
sation of uneasiness. Then when I 
returned from work one afternoon 
and Karen greeted me with a 
cheerful airy wave, I relaxed. I saw 
she was spraying fixative on paintings 
lined against the fence, apparently 
involved in nothing but her work, She 
certainly had recovered from her 
upsetting experiences, so why should 
the matter trouble me? 

I was humming happily when 
Agnes met me at the door, She 
looked over my shoulder and into the 
yard. “Did you see the weird pictures 
out there?” she asked. 

I smiled at my housekeeper. I 
knew well what she thought of what 
she called my neighbor's “queer 
paint-brushings.” I'd tried to tell her 
it was the modern way to paint, but 
Agnes always insisted no one with 
normal eyes could choose the color 
combinations Karen did. 

“You may not care for them,” I 
replied tolerantly, “but since they're 
for a show in New York, they must be 
good,” 

“A show? Well, I hope she don't 
end up where I heard she went after 
the last show of hers.” 

“What do you mean?” 
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Agnes shrugged. “They say her 
nerves got her. She was sent to an 
asylum, but of course, they prettied it 
up by calling it a ‘rest home’, She was 
only put away a few months, but 
when I saw the crazy pictures she 
carried into the yard, I wondered if 
maybe she shouldn't have been kept 
locked up.” 

As wonderful as my housekeeper 
was, she was inclined to prattle. “I 
didn't know you were a gossip,” I said 
sharply. A woman alone in the world 
has enough problems without loose 
tongues. making trouble. This rest 

home which conveyed such dark 
meaning was probably a health resort 
where Karen vacationed after the 
exhaustive strain of the show. 
“Gossip is harmful,” I added, “I've 
often left Beth with Karen when I've 
gone out unexpectedly, Would I do 
that if I had doubts?” 

Agnes flushed at my scolding, and 
feeling sorry that I spoke so sharply, I 
changed the subject, asking about 
her married daughter, who was 
expecting a baby. 

By the time Agne's son-in-law 
arrived to drive her home, we were 
again on excellent terms. But in the 
back of my thoughts was my 
Statement about leaving Beth with 
Karen, I'd said I had no doubts . . . 
was it true? The vision of Mrs. Kaye 
hunting for Karen, yet stopping 
before my house taunted me. Then, I 
shrugged the mood away and strolled 
to Karen's yard to look at the 
Paintings. 

My neighbor seemed proud of the 
display, and justly so, All the work 
was beautiful; if not in line, then in 
color. And what colors! On some, 
brilliant hues explodedwith jagged 
force across the canvas as if by an 
electrified brush, while others were 
dreamlike with haunting misty shades 
blended with a touch as light as a 
breath. I stopped before a square 
showing a delicate girl with hair like 
gossamar petals. 

“This is the same child as on the 
cups,” I said with recognition. 

Karen shook her head. “No, that’s 
your Beth.” 

I stared. It was Beth—but the hair, 
the fairy-like colors . The sweet 
vulnerability in the fair painted face 
was unreal in its perfection. Was this 
what Karen called, “capturing a 
soul?” 

“It does resemble the child on the 


cups,” said Karen. “I did them from 
an old snapshot of me. The photo was 
faded, giving me the idea for the 
treatment of the hair. I find it sur- 
prisingly effective. It gives a 
defenseless look, like a newly opened 
flower.” 

I returned to my house feeling 
vaguely upset. Perhaps it was surprise 
at finding picture of Beth. Or was it— 
a necklace with a small gold cross, 

Would I leave Beth with Karen? I 
did not know. I honestly did not 
know. 

When a week of poor weather 
struck, leaving me no occasion to 
meet with my _ neighbor, my 
uneasiness ebbed and I shook m 
head at my earlier foolishness. And, 
it was in this mood that I accepted 
the dinner invitation of a co-worker. 
A hasty call to Agnes assured she 
would fix supper for Beth, and with a 
clear conscious, I stayed in town. The 
evening was pleasant and it was not 
until several hours later that I caught 
the train for home. 

By the time I arrived at my station, 
it was dark, but the night air was 
clear, I glanced up at the moonlit sky, 
wondering why my conetntentment 


had fled. The lifting of the heavy rain 
clouds should hardly seem an omen 
of danger—yet, it did. I shivered, and 
walked on quickly, stepping on the 
wavering legs of my own shadow. 

Then I saw it! From the corner of 
my eye something moved A shape, a 
shape with a pale face and long hair. I 
recalled Karen's words, “I was all 
alone .. . then, there she was’.” Mrs, 
Kaye? My pulse pounded as a 
dreadful pressure rose in my ears, My 
lips parted to scream—then I saw 
what it was. Not Mrs. Kaye, but my 
own frightened reflection staring 
back at me dimly from a mirror 
placed on the station, wall near the 
phone booth. 

Relief winged through me. Then I 
paused, realizing Karen might have 
been stricken by the same ex- 
perience. Poor Karen. I gave a 
helpless laugh of pity and the image 
in the mirror bared her teeth to laugh 
with me. Suddenly, my hand flew to 
my mouth in dread. Karen had seen 
Mrs. Kaye on two occasions—seen 
her in a mirror! 

T recoiled, then whirled and dashed 
to my car. The starter whined, the 
motor caught, the car spun into the 
street. My racing thoughts were a 
jumble of images which mixed the 
gray loping shape of a werewolf with 
the misty face of a child with petal- 
like hair. An urgent fear pressed me 
on. 

I must get home to Beth! 

As the car roared into my street 
the thudding panic within me ex- 
ploded. My house was dark, There 
was a note on the side door: “My 
daughter's baby came early. I've gone 
to the hospital with her. Beth is with 
the woman next door.” 

1 looked from Agne's scrawled 
signature and across to Karen's 
house. A full moon glinted on the 
roof, but her house was as dark as 
mine. 

BE 

Beth! 

I slammed through Karen's 
unlocked door and through the 
kitchen, pressing on the light as I ran. 
“Karen!” and louder, “Beth, Beth, 
where are you?” 

My franci 

My frantic footsteps rang in the 
cruel emptiness of the rooms. I swept 
down the hall and flung open the 
door of Karen’s workroom. My hand 
caught the edge of the light switch 
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and brightness flooded the scene, I 
stared, then gasped as sickness struck 
me. 

The room was filled with pain- 
tings—all of Beth! 

Over and over Karen had painted 
my child. They were done in the style 
copied from her own childhood 
Photograph, as if in Karen's mind, 
Beth's and her own childhood were 
intermingled. But as I looked about 
the room I saw the sweet face 
become more abstract, the petal hair 
flowing more wildly. The colors 
remained delicate and misty, but I 
could see the menace coming as the 
pictures changed. A menace coming 
nearer. The tiny face was thrown to a 
sun which tinged the petal hair 
blue—a blue coldness curling inward, 
reaching like jagged teeth toward the 
cheeks and eyes. The pale throat was 
bare in the final picture, the cross 
remembered only in a breath of 
yellow thrown at the canvas edge. 
Mad. Crazy mad! 

Beth. Where was my Beth! 

1 flung a gainst the door. Karen's 
bedroom—locked. 

“Beth! Beth!” My hands pounded 
against the wood. Then I stopped. 
There was a difference in the house. 
The chill within the walls waifted 
away and I heard sounds from behind 
the door. 

“Jane?” asked Karen as she 
unlocked the door. Her eyes were 
blank and glazed. 

“Where's Beth?” I pushed past 
Karen as she turned on the light. 
There was Beth upon the bed, a 
sleepy smile about her lips. Her warm 
arms slipped about me as | gathered 
her to me. 

“I'm sorry,” murmured Karen. 
“You must have been frightened to 
find the house dark.” I lifted Beth 
and my neighbor moved behind me, 
hurrying me from the room, talking 
rapidly as she led me down the hall. 
“Twas tired when Agnes brought her, 
so I got her to lie down with me. I 
locked the door so she couldn't 
wander out if I dozed, but I had no 
idea we would both sleep until dark.” 

“It’s all right—all right,” I said, 
resenting the fast explanation, but 
still so glad to be leaving the house 
and her. I saw she had gotten her 
coat and was slipping it on as we 
walked, 

She noticed my glance and nod- 
ded. “I'm going out—really—I'm 
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leaving for awhile.” She laughed. It 
was an ugly hoarse sound, ending on 
the wrong note. “I've got to leave. I 
know now that Rena is back." 
“Rena?” I wondered why the chill 


crept around me, 

“Yes, Mrs. Kaye. Rena Kaye.” 

I murmured something which had 
no meaning and stumbled from the 
doorway, holding Beth tightly as I ran 
to my porch, Then, with my child still 
pressed against me, I turned to see 
Karen come from her house. 

The dull illumination from the 
moon showed evrything in muted 
colorless tones, and as my neighbor 
limped toward her car I was startled 
by the grayness of her—the shaggy 
hair, the skin, the clothes, all were 


gray—all but the eyes which seemed 
to glow with a fire of their own. It all 
happened in a matter of seconds, but 
I stood transfixed, seeing the limping 
loping walk, the eyes, the grayness— 
and most ungodly of all, the last 
terrible look she flung at me before 
she drove away. Will] ever forget the 
way her head threw back as she 
smiled, her teeth gleaming like 
polished quartz in the moonlight? 

My numb lips moved, repeating, 
“Rena Kaye. Rena K, Rena-K-Rena, 
K-Rena, K-rena, Karena... Karen!" 

Then I understood. Karen was Mrs 
Kaye! 

And what of theh 

And what of the hideous tran- 
sformation I'd seen, the thing which 
turned my blood to ice and sent my 
control reeling? I fought against the 
word, but it came — unbidden, 
screaming within brain: 
Werewolf! Werewolf! 

I managed to get Beth inside the 
house where I undressed her with 
trembling hands. She was sleeping, 
her flushed face innocent of Karen's 
mad obsessions. How her sweet 
slumber made her resemble the child 
of the black cups. Had this resem- 
blance caused the insanity Karen 
showed in the horrible portraits of 
my child? 

But, insamty was not the word. I 
though of the asylum Agnes told me 
about. Karen suffered from 
something far more loathsome than a 
shattered mind—it was unspeakable 
disease, an incredible sickness passed 
through the centuries, attacking the 
innocent and driving them to lives of 
agony and doom. 

The moon waited outside seemed 

The moon waiting outside seemed 
to send back an echo of my voice 
from long ago, a mocking whisper: 
“Nightmare.” Almost sobbing I 
slipped Beth’s rounded arms into the 
sleeves of her nightgown and lifted 
her, smoothing dow the fabric. She 
whimpered faintly and her drowsy 
head fell forward against my arm. 
Then, I looked down. . . 

Beth's soft hair parted on either 
side of her small head, falling down 
like drooling petals. “No—" I cried, 
“Tr isa nightmare!", and my tears fell 
to wash the smooth nape which 
showed a small oval of red with 
barest trace of blood about the edges. 
A small angry oval where something 
had recently bitten her, 
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A, WELCOME, ... WELCOME, TO THE CRYPT” 
OF SUPERSTITION! DONT LAUGH ANO CAST 
NO STONES,-FOR THERE ARE THOSE WHO DO 
BELIEVE! PERHAPS, I CAN HELP BREAK THE 
SPELL OF FEAR THAT HOLDS THEM (N 
TERROR! 


* CRosswise AT THE FOOT 
OF THE BED | 
! BUTWHY®..THE ORIGINAL NIGHTMARE 
WAS A LONELY FEMALE SP/RIT THAT 
ROAMED THE NIGHT. 


YOU WEAR A SNAKE ‘ROUND 
YOUR HEAD, YOU WILL NEVER 
HAVE A HEADACHE ! 


wu (S THERE A DOCTOR OUT THERE? 
aI VE JUST BEEN BITTEN S 
te HORM Vereen 


15 $0 GREAT, IT COULD DRAW A PERSON 
TOWARO ITSELF AND MAKE HIM HELPLESS 
‘TO RESIST! ....A SURE CURE /5,--DRAW 

BLOOD FROM THE MOUTH OF THE SUSPECTED! 

sun FEEL STRONG ENOUGH ?., HMMP 


— 


DID 
YOU KNOW? 


~ AN EAGLE'S 
EGG, BOILED AND 
EATEN BY TWO PERSONS 
WILL KEEP WITCHES 


AWAY! 
ww FIRE A GUN OVER A BODY SUPPOSED To BE THIS PROPAGANDA WAS USED 
AT THE BOTTOM OF A RIVER AND THE BODY WILL BY A CONDOR FARM 

RISE TO THE SURFACE ! HIGH INTHE ANDES MTS. / 


(WO WONDER THE MORGUE 1S OVER POPULATED /) 


SOME PEOPLE WHO VISIT GRAVES 

LEAVE FLOWERS....BUT FOR TH/S 

ONE. YOU NEED SOMETHING 

ALIVE! AFTER ALL, WE'RE 
NOT SURE ABOUT HIM! 

ws CARE TO STICK AROUND 2? 


Z 4 —_ we i 
P ey / 1 
ef ! f 

PR. LuWie LUTZ,A 19**ceNTURY 
SURGEON, KEPT ASKULL NEAR THE 
ENTRANCE TO HIS OFFICE.,,.NEEDLESS 
TO SAY PATIENTS NEVER WENT 
BEYOND THAT POINT? RESULT, — 
DR.LUTZ STARVED TO DEATH J 


RAISE BATS FoR 
PROFIT! BATS MAKE, 
HIGHPRICED FERTILIZER! 
--SO GET A SHOVEL 


oA ww 


FEE FIE Fo FUM! I 
MIX A CONCOCTION OF 
VIOLENCE AND CEATH! 


HIODEN' STILL IT'S ALL MINE! 
AND I'M FOR GETTING IT! 
ARE YOU WITH ME? 


SOON FOR 
ME, JOHN ! 


WELL, I'LL BE.,.! IS THIS [ QUIET! WHOEVER 

A COSTUME BALL OR THEY ARE, THEY 

ARE THOSE PEOPLE MUSTN'T SUSPECT 
ACTUALLY-- us! 


NOT SO FAST! THE WILL STATES THAT THE 
MONEY |S HIDDEN SOMEWHERE ON THE GROUNDS 
OF AN ISLAND IN THE WEST INDIES WHERE 

A CERTAIN 


ul S ‘% THAT /S 
THE LOCATION OF # SHRANCE U 


THE ISLAND ! 


ACCORDING TO THE RIGHTO! NOW FOR THE 


IMMING 
WITH LUST | OLO MAN'S MAP, THIS / GOLD! BUT THERE ARE 


\S THE PLACE! 
basa Yaa /| 4 
S Pa fi) iti 


SIGNS OF LIFE 
FROM THAT 
MANSION ! 


ER--WE WERE PASSING THROUGH 
AND WE LOST OUR WAy!' DO 
YOU THINK YOU MIGHT 

PUT US UP A WHILE 7 


SURELY! 

You TWo 

SHALL BE 
OUR GUESTE! 


) 


ONCE ACCEPTED AS GUESTS, NOT HERE WE'D BETTER YES... ANO THE 
THE TWO STUDENTS BEGIN EITHER! AND | TRY THE ATTIC! PEOPLE IN IT/ 
THEIR FRANTIC SEARCH... FOR THIS PLACE / ANO LET'S HoPE /| ALGY! AND 

THE FABLEO FORTUNE / LOOKS LIKE 


IT'S NOT IN 
THIS STABLE, 
ALGY! 


SOMETHING 
THIS PLACE LOOKS) | IN A WAX 


WHERE DID you PARDON MY IKITRUSION..." 


eS WORTH Loe COME FROM? BUT I HAVE SOMETHING 
ANY RISK! , , TO TELL THAT MIGHT 
Z WIT INTEREST You ! 


eg 
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YOUR FRIEND, JOHN IS THE LAST MEMBER 
OF A FAMILY WHICH MANY YEARS AGO WRONGED, 
MINE! T HAVE LIVED FOR NOTHING ELSE 
BUT REVENGE! IF YoU KILL HIM I SHALL 
TELL YOU WHERE THE TREASURE 
|S HIDDEN ! = 


BUT THE OLD PATRIARCHS WEIRD TALE |I'LL 00 IT! Wis PRESENCE UNDETECTED, JOHN STEALS 
IS HEARD BY OTHER EARS AS WELL | TLL BE 


BACK To HIS ROOM,SEETHING WITH HATRED! 
THE RICHEST 
KILL. JOHN AND THE ENTIRE $0,,,HE'D KILL ME, WOULD HE? WELL.., THE 
Sf TREASURE WILL BE MINE / ANO SO WILL 


BE THE SATISFACTION OF TAKING 
HIS TREACHEROUS LIFE / 


MAN IN ALL 
FORTUNE IS YOURS : ENGLAND! 


WHEN THE SEARCH |S CONTINUED ON THE AS A MATTER OF FACT, YOU DON'T HAVE 
FOLLOWING DAY, BOTH MEN EYE EACH OTHER’ ANY TIME AT ALL! THE TREASURE 
LIKE LEAN AND HUNGRY CATS / f 


eC WILL BE MINE / 
CURSES! NOT HERE YES, JOHN! You... . 7 . 
EITHER! I MUST MIGHT _NOT HAVE 
FIND IT SOON! JBes MUCH TIME LEFT! 


by 


JOHN'S GLISTENING BLADE FINDS 
(TS MAR! — 


LAA 


BUT AS JOHN DUMPS ALGY'S 
CORPSE INTO THE WELL, THE WELL 
ROPE ENAKES ITSELF HOUND 

i 


IM pane. 
THE WELL ! 


THAT OLD WELL! IT'S NOT 
MUCH, BUT IT LOOKS LIKE 
A CONVENIENT PLACE To 
DROP HIS MISES CeLe 


‘NTO 
CONTINUE SEARCHING 
FOR THE TREASURE ! 


GOOD RIDDANCE, ALGY/ 
WISH ME LUCK, WON'T 
You! HA-HA! 


SRE ONE 
BUT THE ANCIENT WELL IS AS 
SHALLOW AS JOHN GARK'S 
HEART... HE LANDS AT (TS SLIMY, 
BOTTOM SHAKEN BUT INTACT! 


50 WE'RE TOGETHER, 

ALGY! BUT ISEEM TO 
BE IN BETTER SHAPE 
TO GETOUT ANC 

CONTINU rae 


AS THE MURDERER STRIVES TO 
EXTRICATE HIMSELF IN THE 
PRESENCE OF H/S VICTIM, HE 
COMES UPON SEVERAL RECESSES 
IN THE OLD WALLS, AND THE OLO 
METAL CHESTS WHICH ARE 
CONCEALED IN THEM | 


CHESTS IN THE CREVICED 
WALLS ! COULO IT BE. 


NOW To GET 
OUT OF THIS 
HOLE / 


MBL/ING WI 
Tees Son! Bun 


GARK FLINGS OPEN 
THE ANCIENT CHESTS 
TO REVEAL... 


THE TREASURE / 


AT LAST! BILLIONS OF DOL LARS / 
AND ALL MINE ! MINE 
THANK YOu, SRANOPA THER | ! 
HA-HA! I SHALL 
RULE THE EARTH! 


Bur AS THE MADDENED 
ENGLISHMAN SEEKS TO LEAVE 
THE WELL HE FINOS THAT. 
THE SHAFT. 


THOSE SHRIEKS ARE FROM THE 
WELL! OUR LONG YEARS OF 

WAITING HAVE BEEN REWARDED! 
WAS S/MPLER Es 


To ENTEe THAN TO LEAVE... 


IELP._ ME, SOMEBODY ! 


WeSe WALLS ARE 
Too SLIPPERY! T 
CAN'T GET OUT! 


CS THE RESIDENTS OF THE 
| MANSION VIEW THE CRAZED 
MURDERER... THE PATRIARCH 
ISTOUNDING TALE / 


YOUR FAMILY KILLED ALL OF 

OUR FAMILY TWO HUNDRED 

YEARS AGO, JOHN! BUT WE'VE 

REMAINED ON EARTH TO GAIN 
UR REVEN 


YES! You 

SHALL DIE, 
AND WE 

SHALL REST 
IN PEACE 


y NO/NO! THIS TREASURE 
|S MINE/TI MUST LIVE To 
REALIZE MY POWER! GET 
ME OUT OF HERE You 
!OloTs ! DON'T LET 
ME ROT HERE/ 


HEE-HEE! AND WHEN THE 

T RULE THE WORLD! JOHN GARCK! FAMILY TURNED TO BONE 
TAM ALL-POWERFUL! HA-HA! ANO ASH, THEIR MANSION 
No TURNED SUDDENLY OLD 
AND DELAPIDATED/ = 
LOOKING LIKE YOU'D 
EXPECT A HOUSE To LooK 
AFTER TWo HUNDRED 
YEARS! HEE-HEE/ 


a 

k ) TIME PASSES AND JOHN, GAUNT AND 
INSANE, DIES AMONG THE TREASURE HE, 
\pRIZEO ABOVE LIFE ITSELF! AND 


ALLY GIVE a 
Ei i ONLY 


MAY-- HONEY -- T'M. 
HOME !! LOOK WHAT 
T BROUGHT You ! 


FROM ME! 
[D-DON'T! ).4 


NO 


wus Wont SIMA 
(My 

cry | aa IS HOME? 

IE DON'T LiKE THIS / 
THE HOUSE IS 
TOO QUIET! 


May! WHERE E ARE You, HONEY 2 SHE PROBABLY 
STEPPED OR A MOMENT-~ BUT SHE NEVER 
oid THAT BEFORE fue The TIME | MAYBE 
SHE'S IN THE BEDROOM / 


oe ae US, ac TIMMY ! SHE barr ys! 530 BROKEN UP WAS PETER WELLS, THAT NOTHING SEEMED 
SHE WON! ‘TO GO RIGHT AFTER THAT / 


ME: 
/ YOU'RE FIRED, WELLS / =¢ aeoueer THIS ON... 
YOUR WORK |S SLIPSHOD-- 
INEFFICIENT / I'M 
ORRY! 


A 


| 


iN 


HUS BEGAN re EERIES OF FAILURES AND DEFEATS 
ie perce i S. HE PRIETED, FROM JOB To JOB, 
“wo! fg Bee IT GETTING NOWHERE... ALWAYS: 

4 (AKING CARE ©} Pus BABY BOY, THEN ONE DAY AT 

WIS NEW JOB., 


ERE WERE ALL My. a PLANS? 
L toc KAT ME ! I'VE BECC 
DOORMAN 1 A LACKEY 


YOU'RE TOO SLOW IN OPENING \\ THAT SUITS ME FINE! 
THE DOOR FOR MRS HIGGINS ! NOTHING SATISFIES 
/ YoU RICH SNOBS! t 
HATE YOU ALL’ 


0 PETER WELLS LEFT TOWN, TAKING HIS CHILD BANKER PARSONS WAS A KIND MAN, ANDO AVERY RICH 
So HIM 1 iibee MONTHS: LATER ADIRTY, | ONE! HE HABITUALLY CAME HOME LATE AT ERLE 
BEARDED KAN GAT ATA QUST TABLEN ARAM: Fac you, WALTERS / SEE : 

i MI “ A : 
SHARE YOU IN THE MORNING ! 


JIMMY WON'T GROW UP. wn NOW--WHERE DID I 


POOR IN THIS BITTER c PUT MY KEYS 7 y \ 
rd WORLD! L'LL MAKE HIM LG ZN 
SECURE... RICH / y : S () 


Ly’ 


OlE / DIE/ YoU DESERVE 
TO DIE / YOU HAVE Too 
MUCH MONEY! DIE’ 


BOME WEEKS LATER, MRS. HIGGINS WAS GETTING 
INTO HER CAR AFTER A NIGHT AT THE OPERA... 


YOUR \ THANK You, MY GOOD 
CAR, | MAN! CHARLES! ORWE 
MAQAM!/ ME HOME AT ONCE / 
I'M SOMEWHAT 
TIRED J 


THIS ISN'T THE ROAD TO 

MY HOUSE! CHARLES/ 

DID YOU HEAR ME ? T 
SAID DRIVE HOME AT 
ONCE / CHARLES/ 


THiS NEW'JoB" PAID OFF TREMENDOUSLY /AFT! 
QOZEN GRUESOME KILLINGS, WELLS need Secoue 4 


\T_ THESE Cue I 
SRE TS, BABY Be. | 


OW-= Ges SOMEDAY THEY 
EY, RE AuL yours! / 


NUISANCES (oF WOK 
Neo F BIRO IT is 
\T WOULD Ds 


i Tm cone HERES 
Am 


y. 


HE'S ASLEEP” Now! TomoRROw HIS AUNT y 
WILL BE HERE TO VISIT HIM! AND TLL BE 
OFF TO EUROPE WHI RE THERE'LL BE gi 
ViSTIMs, 
HA, HA, HA 


THERE - THERE LITTLE ONE / THE SOUND HAS GONE 

AWAY! NOTHING WILL HARM YOU! SLEEP AND 

aN i TEM ORROW f YOU HAVE MORE SECURITY 
THAN Nite REN P RES Boys 


Sfo PETER WELLS’ WARPED MIND, THE ILL-GOTTEN 
LOOT HAD TO BE IN A SAFE PLACE UNTIL HIS 
RETURN--ANO WHAT BETTER CACHE THAN THE 


CLIFF DIRECTLY OVERHEAD -~- 7 


GET AWAY 
FROM ME ! 


a 


Peter rae WASN'T THE ONLY PARENT. 


ING! THIS: 


a 
MO 
ROOD OF GIANT 


LAST THEM 
THEY 


TPMERE WAS A TIME IN THE PAST, WHEN RADIO QLIIZ SHOWS WERE POPULAR.:. 
TOM OION'T LIKE QUIZ SHOWS AND HE HATED HIS WIFE WHO DID! SO IT 
WAS EASY TO DECIDE WHAT TO 00,,.UNTIL...TOM BECAME A QLIIZ SHOW 
CONTESTANT AND WON HIS WIFE'S... 


IM HOME, «IM SORRY! IT'S 
HONEY! UH,,COULD ! WAKEFIELD, VIRGINIA / 
BEGAN IS SUPPER YOU ONE KNOWS 
ERY SIMPLE READY? REPEAT @ IT'S WRGINIA!. 
. THE > CRUNCH 
QUESTION? @ *; CRLINCH 


SEE!I SAID 
, lOM IT WAS 
oop gl WHERE IS ! VIRGINIA ! 

Ul , 


CUT IT OUT! STOP LISTENING HOW DARE)| JUST FOR THAT Y WHAT'S WRONG WITH 
TO THAT THING AND STOP You YOU CAN COOK YOU? ALL YOU Do IS 
STUFFING CANDY INTO BREAK YOUR SUPPER!/X LISTEN TO THAT JUNK 
YoUR MOUTH! patio? DAY AFTER DAY / 


BAH DON'T YOU DARE COME BACK 
bef ON Ee'SE WITHOUT A RADIO FOR ME! 
THOSE SHOWS 00 YOU HEAR 7/ 
MYSELF, I'D GHOW 
THEM! BUT YOU 
SPOILED IT! 


WaT ARE YOU GOING T0 00,TOM? ARGUING 
WITH HER IS NO USE! LIVING WITH HER IS LESS! 
BUT YOU JUST CAN'T GO ON LIKE THIS! 


7 
GOT TO THINK 
OF SOME WAY 
I CAN LIVE IN 
PEACE! 


«TAKE PLENTY OF TIME, THE LOCK CLICKS HE DOOR SWINGS 


‘0 FOR ROBERTA,MY DEAR! I CAN OPEN AND IN WALK: 
ONE WAIT THIS ONE NIGHT... VERY CUTE, HONEY! 
WEEK You Tom! GUESS WHAT OH, THEY'RE 
PLAN HAPPENED ? I WoN! GORGEOUS! 
EVERYTHING. AREN'T THESE 
DOWN To THE DISHES SIMPLY 
SMALLEST 4 Too CUTE? 
DETAIL... YOU 
WAIT WHEN 
ROBERTA [5 


_ 
.. IS THERE SOMETHING 
ine Jee eek Ne Te fiueenrese® 
-W LD 7 
BEHIND YOUR BACK? SEEN ONE BEFORE? 


Wy oes 


N-NO.,.NOL 
T TOM! 
AIEEEEE // 


T'g DONE, TOM ! NO MORE INSANE CHATTER! NO 
MORE CRAZY QUIZ SHOW: IO MORE ROBERTA!) 


YOU DON'T MIND A 
LITTLE RAIN, Do YOU, 
DARLING? THE 
GARDEN PATH IS 
THE ONLY WAY L 


CAN DRAG YOUR 
FAT CARCASS TO 
THE CELLAR! 

7 


YOU TURN YOUR BACK ON THE STORM... 
ANO THE STORM SLIGHTED, SENDS A 
LIGHTNING -BOLT SMASHING DOWN 
TOWARDS You IN DEFIANCE / 


THE RAIN FEELS Cool. AND 
INVITING, ROBERTA! I'M 
Soilie TO BURY YOU IN OUR 
NICE WARM CELLAR! 
YOU'LL LIKE THAT ! 


BLACKNESS, UGLY ANO OMINOUS: CHANGES | 
INTO A WHIRLPOOL OF DREAD ! YOL'RE IN, 
AN ABYSS, TOM.,.A POINT OF NO RETURN | 


beatae PAREN 2 
oH DP 


IEA aor ‘RILLED IN 

wae FOOL ELECTRICAL 

STORM! I'M SOAKING 
WET! 


UH.,, ALMOST FORGOT 


WHAT I WAS DOING! 
HERE YOU ARE, DEAR! 
TJuUST LosT My, HEAD 


WELL, GOODBYE , MY 
DEAR! SWEET DREAMS 
NO MORE ARGUMENTS... 

NO MORE COLO MEALS ! 

JUST Pane, HEAVENLY 4 


1) PREPARE FOR SLEEP, FEELING | Go0D ANO No ONE GOES! BUT 4 FEW MORNINGS 
LATER, THE POSTMAN CELIVERS A LETTER... 


$9x0 THE FIRST TIME IN YOUR LIFE / 
WHY DIDN'T I Do IT NICE DAY, ) IT SURE IS, SAM! HM-M! 
SOONER? TO THINK I f THANK YOU! T'LL GIVE 
M THIS TO ROBERTA WHEN 


TORTURED MYSELF ? 
FOR YEARS! WHAT A SHE,,.ER,,.COMES HOME 
FROM HER VACATION ! 77 


FIND eure MY 
ALIBI IS 
AlgTigHT! f 


WAIT! WHY NOT GO TO ONE OF 
THOSE PROGRAMS MYSELF? A ‘ 
I THOUGHT SO! 4 SORT OF "STAND-IN" For ROBERTA! Ls 


QUIZ SHOW Peer! IT'S THE LEAST I CA 
ru JUST TEAR FOR HER, POOR THING 9 4 


1OH, I'M SORRY! C., 
THE CORRECT / 
7 we THE ANSWER 15... --YOU'RE CORRECT, 
"643!" BETTER IP JOHN QUINCY SIR! AND NOW 
LUCK NEXT ' 7 gy ADAMS ! Don FOR THE 
TIME ! JACKPOT 
S| QUESTION ! 


(ASA 
FONTESTANT! 
S/LENTLY 
You war 


sw APPROXIMATELY You! £ ust READ ABouT | | ABSOLUTELY RIGHT, SIR! IT'SA 
HOW OLD IT..IT'S ABOUT THREE 
THE UNIVERSE? BILLION YEARS OLD / WITH Migs YOUNE 
WON Fie ENTIRE JACKPOT ! 


» CAN'T YOU GUESS, TOM? 
THE LIGHTNING KILLED You ! 
WHAT A SNAP! T HOPE N 


| & OW DO ¥ 
I MADE A LOT yA ‘ ER 
OF MONEY! Se. CASK POT QuesTION® 
, ’ AH, SEE YOU 
UNDERSTAND ! 


-v AND HERE IT 1S,TOM! THE BEAUTIFUL 
BLOODY HEAD OF YOUR CHARMING 
WIFE! ISN'T SHE PRETTY 7 


S-SAY! WHAT IS 
THIS? TAKE IT 
AWAY! xs 


rT CAN'T. SIR! YOU'VE WON ** 
ye Ss! 


ITs IT'S YOUR: 
HERE, TAK 'T 
You! 


THE HORRIBLE ANO REVEALING 
STORY OF A MAN WHO MADE 

A PACT WH THE DEVIL 
WITHOUT KNOWING 17.L/TTLE 
WILBUR COX WAS THE PERFECT 
WORM, COLORLESS ANO 
CHARACTERLESS, A MAN 
BORN TO BE K/ICKEO AROUND! 
THEN, ONE TERRIBLE DAY, HIF 
WISHES BEGAN TO COME TRUE! 
FANTASTIC THINGS BEGAN TO 
HAPPEN / AND WILBUR NEVER 
SUSPECTEO THAT HE WAS 
THE DESTROYER... 


GOSH, WHAT A You! HAH- HAH! You 
ORIGINAL NINETY POUND WEAK- 


NICE LOOKING Jf MAKE ME LAUGH, kip! 
syst GIRL! I SURE [| A DAME LIKE THAT LING! YOU'VE GOT, NO BRAINS, NO 
Wii WISH I HAD WOULP NEVER LOOK DOLIGH, ANYTHING! AND IF YOU 
z aK Ney A GIRL LIKE AA AT A SQUIRT LIKE WANT A GIRL, YOU BETTER — 
WENT! (CHUCKLE) FIND ONE THAT'S 
1 Wee DESPERATE! 


BETTER FACE IT, KID! YOU'RE zs) 


TWAT NIGHT AS WILBUR, BY GEE, VOHNNY WAS RIGHT! 
SITS /N HIS CHEAP HE'S A BULLY AND I HATE 
FURNISHED ROOM: +« HIM, BUT I HAVE TO AOMIT 
; HE WAS RIGHT! IM JUST 
A LITTLE DOPE! (‘LL NEVER 
EVEN HAVE ANY KINO OF 
A GIRL/ 
\ 
9 


ILL GO ON SLAVING AT My TWo-8IT 

JOB ALL MY LIFE, UNTIL I GET TOO 

OLD TO WORK/ THEN I'LL HAVE 70 

GO ON RELIEF —ANO I'LL ALWAYS 

BE LONELY! EVEN MORE LONELY 
THAN I AM NOW/ 


White IN A 2€EP AND POOR LITTLE WILBUR! 
DISTANT PLACE A CERTAIN MA, DO FEEL SORT OF 
WELL KNOWN PERSONAGE /${ SORRY FOR HIM! THE 
LAUGHING UPROAR/OUSLY... ) LITTLE WORM HASN'T 
GOT SPUNK ENOUGH 
TO DO ANYTHING FOR 
I THINK I WILL! HO, I 


HIMSELF! \ 
{iD HAH~HAH= f ) KNOW! //LL LET HIF 
WISHES COME TRUE — 


HAH! WHY DON'T YOU E 
HELP THE POOR GINK BUT HE WON'T KNOW, 
THAT HE HAS SUCH 


OUT, CHIEF? GIVE 
HIM A HAND! POWER! HA-HAH ! THIS 


SHOULD BE VERY 
INTERESTING! 


yg 


\ 4 
| 
lake 
‘ 1S 
“$0 NEXT MORNING, WILBUR STARTS FOR WORK, Bur LATER, AT THE OFFICE, 
NEVER SUSPECTING THAT FROM NOW ON ALL WE GETS A PHONE CALL. 


HIS WISHES WILL COME TRUE... > 
1 ; ma 
y) KK GEE, LOOK AT THE CAR. A yp, , W-WHAT DO YOU WANT? / ENTERED OUR 
I, 


y wef ME_CONGRATU~ 
YES, THIS I$ WILBUR COX: \)LATE you! You 


REAL BEAUTY! I SURE CONTEST AND 


Tp, 
WISH Z HAD ONE LIKE 7! saa : 7 you've won THE 
BUT THAT'S SULLY ~I . ‘ 
NEVER WILL / / 
ad 


GRAND PRIZE! A 
BRAND NEW ‘ 
AUTOMOBILE! 
CONGRATULATIONS & 
AGAIN! 


$0 THE DEADLY GAME OF THE DEVIL'S BEGINS! OHHH—1 TURNED 
WITH WILBUR ALL LUNSUSPECTING / AND A FEW y MY ANKLE! OWWW— 
DAYS LATER... wg z j IT HURTS! 
NL 
WHAT A LOVELY GIRL OVER THERE. so % a 4 e, SHE 
YOUNG AND SLIM! SURE WISH I COULD —~ Je i STUMBLEO ON 
(GIGH)— HAVE A GIRL LIKE THAT FOR THE CURB ANO 
MY OWN! , TWISTEO HER 
Ze Wer ANKLE! MAYBE 
ICAN HELP 
HER, POOR 


NexrT DAY YOU KNOW, WILBUR, THERE'S 
GET IN, MISS, AND Jf THANK YOU 50 \ WLBUR COMES SOMETHING ABOUT YOU 
TELL ME WHERE 4 MUCH! OWWW— (A THAT'S AWFULLY 
YOU Live! I~ I'LL \IT DOES HURT LV 2 ATTRACTIVE ! WISH SHE 
BE GLAD TO TAKE DREADFULLY! HELLO, JOYCE: . WOLILO MARRY 
you Home! |) HOW 1S_ THE ANKLE YOU'RE ME/ /E ONLY 
A topay?7 AND I 490 SWEE REALLY, 
THOUGHT YOU MIGHT JOYCE! GEE, 
LIKE SOME CANDY 1M GLAD YOU ) 70 ASK 
ANP FLOWERS | LIKE ME! HER / 


ray 


Joyce SETTLES THE QUESTION 
‘FOR HIM... 
J-voyce! 1—-I'VE 
PME HERE, WILBUR ! mM WANTED TO KISS YOU 
ING TO GIVE YOU A BIG, EVER. SINCE I FIRST. QUESTION? A VERY y= yes! 
SAW YOU, BUT L PERSONAL QUESTION? [%] YOLI MARRY 
DION'T HAVE THE IF YOU OO, PLEASE “= ME, JOYCE? 
NERVE TO TRY! ASK IT Now! oe 


} 
= 


HAH —HAH-HAH ! -[C SURE WISH I HAO SOME 

IT'S WORKING! OUR Jf MONEY! A LOT OF MONEYS 
LITTLE CLERK IS / ian { JOYCE LOVES ME BUT HOW 
COMING ALONG! 44 yy | CAN WE GET MARRIED AS 
HE'S GOT THE LSA { LONG AS 1 50 BROKES 
GIRL/NOW ALL HE | \ Z WISH I HAD A MILLION! ) 
NEEDS |S MONEY! 
LOTS OF MONEY! (ft 


MR. COX? YOU IN THERE, MR. COX? UNCLE MAX DIED AND J 
A SPECIAL DELIVERY, REGISTERED J LEFT ME HIS FORTUNE! 4 
AND I HAVEN'T EVEN 
SEEN HIM FOR THIRTY 
YEARS! WHEWWW—_X 
A MILLION COLLARS Jy 
AFTER TAXES! 


So A WEEK LATER, JOYCE Ano MOVE /NTO A 
ANO WILBUR ARE MARRIED... HUGE ESTATE /N 


THE BEST FART 


WELL, YOUNG PEOPLE, YOU ARE OF TOWN... y : 
NOW MAN AND WIFE! I HOPE YOU'LL DON'T TALK LIKE 


BE VERY 
OH, WE 


WiLL BE! // 


I LOVE 
WILBUR 
WITH ALL 


HAPPY TOGETHER ! Ca GRAND, F THAT, WILBUR ! 

JOYCE, LIVING YOU'RE DEAR 
LIKE THIS? I'M AND SWEET! 
$0 LUCKY! I've \ I'LL ALWAYS 
GOT EVERYTHING ) 
I EVER WANTED! 


WEEKS AGO I 
WAS NOTHING! 


“tH TTTETTATT( 


E CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length 
5” When Closed 
* Opens instantly 
ls Sharp and 
Tough 

le Stainless 
Steel Blade 


Flips 

open in 

stantly and 

locks auto 

matically to 

prevent acc! 

dental closing 

Razor sharp 

tough stainiess 

steel blade for re 

hhable use and nara, 

long service Money 

back in 5 days if nat 

satistied Send $2.75 

plus 254 fo cover post 
age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 
Dept. 4728787 
25 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, W. ¥. 11563 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


FREE 50 Reusable 
22 Cal. Pellets only 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
look and feel of an “undercover automatic. Snap 
the “silencer” on or remove it for fast combat- 
type target practice, FREE 50 reusable 22 cal 
pellets and supply of targets, Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 
WONOR HOUSE PROD. _ Dept..472PA87 
Lynbrook, W.Y. 11563 
Not sold in NYC 


v 
, 
G 


SKIN HEAD WIG “~— 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 


Opposite, Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handlin 


in with this coin operated 
k Pot Bank, 't works just like a one armed 
dit in Las Vegas. Deposit the coin, pull the 
idle, and watch the reels spin like the real 
i. Fun for all and you can't lose because 
Jingare returnable. Not to be used for 
purposes. Just enclose $1.69 plus 
for postage and handling. If not thoroughly 
fied, return in ten days for refund of full 
ase price. 

HOUSE PROD. COI Dept. 4729887 

OK, MEW YORK 11563 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


ONLY 


sje 


With Combination Lock 
Only You Can Open 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it, But even chance 
discovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yoursell have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35c postage and handling for each book 
Safe you want Money back if you are not, satisfied. 
Wonok MOUSE DEPT. 4725SG7 LYNBROOK,W.y. 11563 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
“eo PROJECTOR 


ONLY 
$§% 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with "Miracle Specs" 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 


comes with each projector, Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each. 
FEATURES: 
struct 


black and white 


WAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
WOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 
Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
porfable in its own case, Needs no electric ou 
since it is battery operated. So simple and 
to use even a child can operate it. Its double I 
focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial, Don't delay—send $6.98 plus 
75¢ for pos d handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.0. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
ich pair of additional “Miracle Specs.” 


MONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT. 472NP87 
Lynbrook, New York 11563 
Residents add applicable Sales Tax. 


22 CAL. 
PELLET 
FIRING 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 


50 22 CAL, PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Faeeis Like Real Pocket 

‘Automatic — Loads 18 Shots 
Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigner. Great for 

von combat-type tarnet prac: 

tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satistied. Just, send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ for postage an 
Fee nn to, Mener Neuse Dept. &72RAG7 = 
Lynereet, MY. 11883 Not sold in NY City, 


TALL auraewnc 
TALL COLORS 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


shock when they see the 
“MONSTER” reaching out 
sinister as the wildest 
nightmare, Bigger than 
life—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world, 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special, thrilling 
chill. So lifelike in au- 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 
There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and, 
scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 


end 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling for each mon- 
ster you want. ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage and han- 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS—a 
total of 2 for $2.35.) 

Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified 
WONOR HOUSE 

DEPT. 472MR87 
LYNBROOK, W. Y, 

11563 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size “James Bond” 
style German Automatic S¥z inches tong — 4Va 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just 

you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
slide action. Great for fast action combat—typt 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets tree 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not sstintied 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 


HONOR HOUSE 
Dept. 472PK87 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11963 | 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Hlusion 


Scientific optical principle really works, Imagine 
"you put on the "X-Ray" Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
Took right through the flesh and see the bones 
Underneath, Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘'see’’ under his clothes’ Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 

25¢ shipping charges Money Back Gusranti 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, N.Y Dept. 472XR87 


LOOK AT THIS, CHIEF! THIS 
COX CHARACTER 15 HAVING 
A PRETTY GOOD TIME! wW 


NW 


No! I'VE JUST 
BEEN GIVING THE 
POOR FOOL SOME 
ROPE! BUT NOW 
HE GETS THE ~< 
p BUSINESS! 


BO00-HOO! YOU'VE 


LATER, A BITTER QUARREL, 


THEIR FIRST. +. ¥ 
? 


1 DON'T UNDERSTAND 
IT, JOYCE! YOU AREN'T 
THE SAME GIRL I 
MARRIED! ALL YOU 
DO IS NAG— NAG! 


RUINED MY LIFE! 
YOU'RE H~HORRIBLE! 
I SHOULD NEVER HAVE 
MARRIED YOU! WHEN 
I THINK OF ALL THE 
HANDSOME, STRONG 
MEN I COULD HAVE 


BAH! HANDSOME! STRONG! 
OKAY, HAVE THEM! I 
WON'T STAND BEING 
MOCKED! I'M GETTING 
OUT RIGHT 


S7 HOW DARE 


you! you-Yyou 
INSIGNIFICANT. 
LITTLE SHRIMP! 
WHAT DID I 

EVER SEE IN 
YOU IN THE 
FIRST PLACET 


CALL ME A LITTLE SHRIMP, HUH! 
THE LITTLE WITCH! I HATE HER! 
I— I WISH SHE WAS DEAD/ 


THAT DOES 1T/ LATER, WHEN 


SANS 


HIS ANGER COOLS, WILBUR 


JM SORRY, © 


= 'M TO BLAME! OH, 
MR. COX! YOUR 


ALL THE HORRIBLE 
THINGS I SAID AND— 


MYSTERIOUSLY I WISHED SHE 


I WISH I 

WERE DEAD, 
TOO — L=— 
OowwWwwWw— 
M~—MY HEART... 


AN HOUR AGO! 


WOULD DIE} 


aly 


MR. COX! 
GREAT SCOTT, 
HE'S DYING, 


, VERY STRANGE... 


THESE THINGS 
HAPPEN AND THERE 
Ixy |S NOTHING WE 
5; CAN Do! 


Mit 
MY 


SAT. 
ND 


> 


